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WHEN I FORGOT THE NAMES
while i am still alive and can feel dead enough to wonder  ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌
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MORE AND MORE BEAUTIFUL while i am still alive and can feel dead enough to wonder if i ever will be alive again while i am still dead and can say this rainbow as liquid born from grace and while i am still dead and the wonder if it is alive i would swear to anyone it is born this way will they forget the names and analyze will they forget the names and analyze before it is too late will they forget what they told us you can never do it you can never do what i do how i get more and more beautiful

too dear
to live it loves on life to fire its heart to fall up and     out

you have the point, the anger at others
about not being angry enough
anger about the ambient anger

so many layers of anger
the violence and wrongness
is very real

and i don’t know how to talk
about it, it’s as though
i can’t be myself anymore

to experience it
my love, my vulnerability                   is so

will they forget the names
and analyze before it is too late
will they forget what they told us

you can never do it
you can never do what i do
how i get more and more beautiful

and the wonder of it is alive
i would swear to anyone it is born this way
will they forget the names and analyze

falling in a circle too tight
to know anything perhaps
one is too powerful to know

		

INFINITE LIGHT You were born in threshold light, finishing the light writ of writing, gasping the last ribbon of oxygen, vro of not end and not not end, there where the negation echoed to nothing, the nothing that changed inside itself to nothing that mattered the skyline perturbed in pieces, an exigency that was one whole ‘hey’. Choosing a secret survival in betrayal, Gods beautiful rays of infinite light, perhaps what is not here is here. Hey! Sealing open sublime being, revealing the razor of fire of sacred transmission. So little rigpa, so much set theory. Hey! Beauty is ouch, the razor of fire empties out words. Yoooooooo. When things scroll so fast who will keep up, when money talks what is there to say. Be embraced as a threatening collaborator. So little rigpa, so many cardinalities. Hey! Beauty is ouch, the razor of fire empties out words. Yoooooooo. When things scroll so fast who will keep up, when money talks what is there to say; take a breath into phthora 滲み出るエロス. 2022 was a Golden Age, boring political minutiae, Maradonian redoubt. You wrote the book of the century, the last century of the secret, the last secrets of the last century, and you kept them secret.
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